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ANY years ago, on a plantation in America, an old negro 
servant called Uncle Remus told these tales to a little boy. 

“One day,” said Uncle Remus, “after Brer Fox had been 
doing all that he could to catch Brer Rabbit, and Brer Rabbit 
had been doing all he could to keep him from it, Brer Fox say to himself 
that he would have a game with Brer Rabbit, and he ain’t more than got 
the words out of his mouth when Brer Rabbit come a-loping up the big 
road, looking just as plump, and as fat, and as saucy as a horse in a barley- 

‘Hold on, there, Brer Rabbit,’ says Brer Fox, says he. 

‘I ain’t got time, Brer Fox,’ says Brer Rabbit, says he. 

1 want to have some confab with you, Brer Rabbit,’ says Brer Fox, 
says he. 

‘All right, Brer Fox, but you better holler from where you stand. I’m 
monstrous full of fleas this morning,’ says Brer Rabbit, says he. 

‘I see’d Brer Bear yesterday,’ says Brer Fox, says he, ‘and he sort of raked 
me over the coals because you and me can’t make friends and live neigh- 
bourly, and I told him that I’d see you.’ 

Then Brer Rabbit scratches one ear with his off hind-foot sort of 
dubiously, and then he ups and says, says he, ‘All right, Brer Fox. Supposing 
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you drop round to-morrow and take dinner with me. We ain’t got no 
great doings at our house, but I expect the old woman and the chilluns can 
sort of scramble round and get up something for you.’ 

‘I’m agreeable, Brer Rabbit, ’ says Brer Fox, says he. 

Next day, Mr. Rabbit and Missis Rabbit got up before day and raided 
a garden like your mammy’s out there, and got some cabbages, and some 
corn and some sparrow-grass, and they fix up a smashing dinner. By and by 
one of the little Rabbits, playing out in the back-yard, come running in 
and hollering, ‘Oh, Ma! Oh, Ma! I see’d Mr. Fox a-coming! ’ 

And then Brer Rabbit he took the chilluns by the ears and make them 
sit down, and then he and Missis Rabbit sort of dally round waiting for 
Brer Fox. And they keep on waiting, but no Brer Fox ain’t come. After a 
while, Brer Rabbit goes to the door, easy like, and peeps out, and there, 
sticking out from behind the corner, was the tip end of Brer Fox’s tail. 
Then Brer Rabbit shut the door and sat down, and put his paws behind 
his ears and began to sing:— 

‘The place whereabouts you spill the grease, 

Right there you’re bound to slide, 

And where you fmd a bunch of hair, 

You’ll surely find the hidef 


Next day, Brer Fox sent word by Mr. Mink and excused himself and 
said he had been too sick to come to dinner, and he ask Brer Rabbit to 
come and take dinner with him, and Brer Rabbit say he was agreeable. 





































when he got there, he hear somebody groaning, and he look in the door 
and there he see Brer Fox sitting up in a rocking-chair, all wrapped up 
with flannel and looking mighty weak. Brer Rabbit look all round, he did, 
but he ain’t see no dinner. The dish-pan was sitting on the table, and close 
by was a carving-knife. 

‘Look like you going to have chicken for dinner, Brer Fox,’ says Brer 
Rabbit, says he. 

‘Yes, Brer Rabbit, they are nice and fresh and tender,’ says Brer Fox, 
says he. 

Then Brer Rabbit sort of pull his whiskers and say, ‘You ain’t got no 
calamus root, have you, Brer Fox? I just can’t eat no chicken excepting 
she’s seasoned up with calamus root . . .’ And with that Brer Rabbit leapt 
out of the door and dodged among the bushes and sat there watching for 
Brer Fox; and he ain’t watched long neither, because Brer Fox flung off 
the flannel and crept out of the house and got where he could close in on 
Brer Rabbit and catch him, but Brer Rabbit hollered out, ‘Oh, Brer Fox! 
I’ll just put your calamus root out here on this here stump. Better come 
and get it while it’s fresh!’ And with that Brer Rabbit gallop off home. 

And Brer Fox ain’t never catched him yet, and what’s more, honey, he 
am’t a-going to!” 
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IDN’T the Fox never catch the rabbit, Uncle Remus?” asked 
the little boy the next evening. 

“He came mighty near it, honey, sure as you’re born, Brer 
Fox did,” said Uncle Remus. “One day after Brer Rabbit fool 
him with the calamus root, Brer Fox went to work and got him some tar, 
and mix it with some turpentine, and fix up a contraption what he call a 
Tar-Baby. And he took this here Tar-Baby and he sat her in the big main 
road, and then he lay off in the bushes to see what the news was going to 
be. And he didn’t have to wait long neither, because by and by here come 
Brer Rabbit pacing down the road—lippity-clippity, clippity-lippity— 
just as saucy as a jay-bird. Brer Fox, he lay low. Brer Rabbit come prancing 
along till he spy the Tar-Baby, and then he fetched up on his behind legs 
like he was astonished. The Tar-Baby, she sat there, she did, and Brer Fox, 
he lay low. 

‘Morning !’ says Brer Rabbit, says he. ‘Nice weather this morning,’ says 
he. 

Tar-Baby ain’t saying nothing, and Brer Fox, he lay low. 

‘How are you feeling this morning?’ says Brer Rabbit, says he. 

Brer Fox, he wink his eye slow, and lay low, and the Tar-Baby, she ain’t 
saying nothing. 
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‘How you come on, then? Is you deaf?’ says Brer Rabbit, says he. ‘Because 
if you is, I can holler louder,’ says he. 

Tar-Baby stay still, and Brer Fox, he lay low. 

‘You’re stuck up, that’s what you is,’ says Brer Rabbit, says he, ‘and 
I’m going to cure you, that’s what I’m a-going to do,’ says he. 

Brer Fox, he sort of chuckle in his stomach, he did, but Tar-Baby ain’t 


saying nothing. 



‘I’m going to teach you how to talk to respectable folks if it’s the last 
thing I do,’ says Brer Rabbit, says he. ‘If you don’t take off that hat and 
tell me howdy, I’m going to bust you wide open,’ says he. 

Tar-Baby stay still, and Brer Fox, he lay low. 

Brer Rabbit keep on asking her, and the Tar-Baby, she keep on saying 
nothing, till presently Brer Rabbit drew back with his fist, he did, and 
blip! he struck the Tar-Baby on the side of the head. Right there’s where 
he broke his molasses jug, as the saying is! His flst stuck, and he can’t pull 
loose. The tar held him. But Tar-Baby, she stay still, and Brer Fox, he lay 
low. 

‘If you don’t let me loose, I’ll knock you again,’ says Brer Rabbit, says 
he, and with that he fetched her a swipe with the other hand, and that 
stuck. Tar-Baby, she ain’t saying nothing, and Brer Fox, he lay low. 
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‘Turn me loose before I kick the natural stuffing out of you,’ says Brer 
Rabbit, says he, but the Tar-Baby, she ain’t saying nothing. She just held 
on—and then Brer Rabbit lose the use of his feet in the same way. Brer 
Fox, he lay low. Then Brer Rabbit squeal out that if the Tar-Baby don’t 
turn him loose he’ll butt her over sideways. And then he butted, and his 
head got stuck. 

-Then Brer Fox, he sauntered forth, looking just as innocent as one of 
your mammy’s mocking-birds. 

‘Howdy, Brer Rabbit,’ says Brer Fox, says he, and then he rolled on the 
ground, and laughed and laughed till he couldn’t laugh no more. ‘I expect 
you’ll take dinner with me this time, Brer Rabbit! I done laid in some 
calamus root and I ain’t going to take no excuse,’ says Brer Fox, says he.” 

Here Uncle Remus paused, and drew a big sweet potato out of the 
ashes of his fire. 

“Did the Fox eat the Rabbit?” asked the little boy. 

“That’s all as far as the tale goes,” replied the old man. “He might, and 

then again he mightn’t. Some say Judge Bear come along and loosed Brer 

Rabbit—some say he didn’t. I hear your mammy calling. You better run 
!” 
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i*~ NCLE Remus,” said the little boy one evening, “did the Fox 
kill and eat the Rabbit when he caught him with the Tar- 
Baby?” 

“Law, honey, ain’t I told you about that?” replied Uncle 
Remus, chuckling slyly. “I declare to gracious I ought to have told you 
that, but old man Nod was riding on my eyelids that night till in a little 
while I’d have dis-remembered my own name. 

What did I tell you when I first begin? I told you Brer Räbbit was a 
monstrous clever beast; leastways, that’s what I meant to tell you. Well, 
then, honey, don’t you go and make no other calculations, because in them 
days Brer Rabbit and his family was at the head of the gang when any 
racket was on hand, and there they stayed. Before you begins to wipe 
your eyes about Brer Rabbit, you wait and see whereabouts Brer Rabbit 
is going to fetch up. 

When Brer Fox fmds Brer Rabbit mixed up with the Tar-Baby, he 
feels mighty good, and he rolls on the ground and laughs. By and by, he 
up and says, says he, ‘Well, I expect I’ve got you this time, Brer Rabbit,’ 
says he. ‘Maybe I ain’t, but I expect I is. You been running round saucing 
me for a mighty long time, but I expect you done come to the end of the 
row. You been cutting capers and bouncing round in this neighbourhood 
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until you come to believe yourself the boss of the whole gang. And 
then you’re always somewheres where you got no business,’ says Brer 
Fox, says he. ‘Who asked you to come and strike up an acquaintance 
with this here Tar-Baby? And who stuck you up there where you is? 
Nobody in the round world. You just took and jammed yourself on that 
Tar-Baby without waiting for any invite,’ says Brer Fox, says he, ‘and 
there you is, and there you’ll stay till I fixes up a pile of brushwood and 
burns you up, because I’m going'to barbecue you this day, for sure,’ says 
Brer Fox, says he. 

Then Brer Rabbit talk mighty humble. ‘I don’t care what you âp with 
me, Brer Fox,’ says he, ‘so you don’t fling me in that hriar-patch,’ says he. 

‘It’s so much trouble to kindle a fire,’ says Brer Fox, says he, ‘that I 
expect I’U have to hang you,’ says he. 

‘Hang me just as high as you please, Brer Fox,’ says Brer Rabbit, says he, 
‘but don’t fling me in that briar-patch,’ says he. 

‘I ain’t got no string,’ says Brer Fox, says he, ‘so now I expect I ’11 have 
to drown you,’ says he. 

‘Drown me just as deep as you please, Brer Fox,’ says Brer Rabbit, says 
he, ‘but don’t, don’t fling me in that briar-patch,’ says he. 

‘There ain’t no water nigh,’ says Brer Fox, says he, ‘and now I expect 
I’ll have to skin you,’ says he. 
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‘Skin me, Brer Fox,’ says Brer Rabbit, says be, ‘tear out my ears by the 
roots, cut ofF my legs,’ says he, ‘but please don’t, Brer Fox, dorit fhng me 
in that briar-patch,’ says he. 

Of course Brer Fox want to hurt Brer Rabbit as bad as he can, so he 
catched him by the behind legs and slung him right in the middle of the 
briar-patch. There was a considerable flutter where Brer Rabbit struck 
the bushes, and Brer Fox sort of hung around to see what was going to 
happen. By and by he hear somebody call him, and away up the hill he 
see Brer Rabbit sitting cross-legged on a chinkapin log, combing the tar 
out of his hair with a chip of wood. Then Brer Fox know that he been 
fooled mighty bad. Brer Rabbit was pleased to fling back some of his 
sauce, and he holler out: 

‘Bred and born in a briar-patch, Brer Fox—I was bred and born in a 
briar-patch! ’ And with that he skipped out just as lively as a cricket in 
the embers.” 
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NE time,” said Uncle Remus, putting on his spectacles to 
thread a large darning-needle with which he was patching his 
coat, “one time, away back yonder before you was borned, 
honey, and before your daddy and your mammy was borned, 
away back yonder before any of us was borned, the animals and the 
beastesses agreed among themselves to have a great meeting. In them 
days,” went on the old man, seeing a look of surprise on the little boy’s 
face, “in them days creatures had lots more sense than they got now; let 
alone that, they had sense same like folks, so they voted that they had to 
hold this assembly to sort of straighten out matters and hear all the com- 
plaints, and when the day came they was on hand. The Lion, he was there, 
because he was the king, and he had to be there. The Rhynossyhoss, he was 
there, and the Elephant, he was there, and the Camels, and the Cows, and 
plumb down to the Crayfishes, they was there. They was all there. And 
when the Lion shook his mane, and took his seat in the big chair, then the 
session began to commence.” 

“What did they do, Uncle Remus?” asked the little boy. 

“I can scarcely call to mind exactly what they did do, but they spoke 
speeches, and hollered, and flung their language around and arranged 
their affairs, and explained their business. By and by, while they was all 
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disputing with one another, the Elephant tramped on one of the Crayfishes. 
Of course when that creature put his foot down, whatsomever is under 
there is bound to be squashed and there wasn’t enough of that Crayfish 
left to tell that he’d been there. 

This made the other Crayfishes mighty mad, and they sort of swarmed 
together and drawed up a kind of protest, with some why’s and wherefor’s 
in it, and read it out in the assembly. But, bless gracious! such a racket was 
a-going on that nobody didn’t hear, excepting maybe the Mud Turtle 
and the Spring Lizard, and their mfkience was powerful lacking, nobody 
paid no heed to them. 

By and by, while the Unicorn was disputing with the Lion, and while 
the Hyena was a-laughing to himself, the Elephant squashed another one 
of the Crayfish.es, and besides that, very near ruined the Mud Turtle. Then 
the Crayfishes, what was left of them, swarmed together and drawed up 
another protest with some more wherefor’s. But they might as well have 


















sung a song to a hurricane. The other creatures was too busy with their 
fussing to respond to the Crayfishes. So there they was, the Crayfishes, 
and they didn’t know what minute was a-going to be their last. And they 
kept on getting madder and madder and scareder and scareder, till by and 
by they gave the wink to the Mud Turtle and the Spring Lizard, and then 
they bored little holes in the ground and went down out of sight.” 

“Who did, Uncle Remus?” asked the little boy. 

“The Crayfishes, honey. They bored into the ground and kept on boring 
till they unloosed the fountains of the earth. And the waters squirted out, 
and rose higher and higher till the hills were covered and the creatures 
was all drownded; and all because they thought themselves bigger and 
better than the Crayfishes.” 

“Where was the ark, Uncle Remus?” the little boy asked presently. 

“Which ark’s that?” asked the old man, pretending to be curious. 

“Noah’s ark.” 

“Don’t you pester with old man Noah, honey. I’ll be bound he took 
care of that ark, for that’s what he was there for. But îf there was any ark 
in this here deluge what the Crayfishes brought on, I ain’t heard tell of it, 
and when there ain’t no arks around, I ain’t got no time to make them up 
and put them in the story. It’s getting near your bed-time, honey!” 
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NE day,” said Uncle Remus, “one day Brer Fox met up witli 
Brer Terrapin right in the middle of the big road. Brer 
Terrapin done heard him coming, and he allow to himself 
that he’d better keep one eye open, but Brer Fox was mons- 
trous polite and he opened up the confab, he did, like as if he ain’t seen 
Brer Terrapin for the last fortnight. 

‘Heyo, Brer Terrapin, where you been this long-come-short?’ says 
Brer Fox, says he. 

‘Lounging around, Brer Fox, lounging around,’ says Brer Terrapin. 

‘You don’t look as spruce as you did, Brer Terrapin,’ says Brer Fox, 
says he. 

‘Lounging around and suffering,’ says Brer Terrapin, says he. 

‘What ails you, Brer Terrapin? Your eye looks mighty red,’ says Brer 
Fox, says he. 

‘Lor’, Brer Fox, you don’t know what trouble is. You ain’t been lounging 
around and suffering,’ says Brer Terrapin, says he. 

‘Both your eyes are red, and you look like you’re mighty weak, Brer 
Terrapin,’ says Brer Fox, says he. 

‘Lor’, Brer Fox, you don’t know what trouble is,’ says Brer Terrapin, 
says he. 
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‘What ails you now, Brer Terrapin?’ says Brer Fox, says he. 

‘I took a walk through a field the other day, and a man came along and 
set the field a-fire. Lor’, Brer Fox, you don’t know what trouble is,’ says 
Brer Terrapin, says he. 

‘How did you get out of the fire, Brer Terrapin?’ says Brer Fox, says he. 

‘Sat and took it, Brer Fox,’ says Brer Terrapin, says he. ‘Sat and took it, 
and the smoke sifted into my eye, and the fire scorched my back,’ says 
Brer Terrapin, says he. 

‘Likewise it burn your tail off,’ says Brer Fox, says he. 

‘Oh, no, there’s the tail, Brer Fox,’ says Brer Terrapin, says he. 

With that he uncurls his tail from under his shell, and no sooner did he 
do that, than Brer Fox grabs it and hollers out, ‘Oh, yes, Brer Terrapin! 
Oh, yes! And so you’re the man what lammed me on the head the other 
day! You’re in with Brer Rabbit, are you? Well, I’m going to out you!’ 

Brer Terrapin beg and beg, but ’twasn’t no use. Brer Fox done been 
fooled so much that he was determined to make an end of Brer Terrapin. 
Then Brer Terrapin beg Brer Fox not to drown him, but Brer Fox ain’t 
making no promises; and then he beg Brer Fox to burn him because he 
done got used to fire, but Brer Fox don’t say nothing. 




















By and by Brer Fox drag Brer 
Terrapin a little way ofF to a pond and 
soused him under the water. 

Then Brer Terrapin begins to holler, 
‘Turn loose that stump root and catch 
hold of me! Turn loose that stump 
root and catch hold of mef 

Brer Fox, he hollers back, ‘I ain’t 
got hold of no stump root, I is got 
hold of you!’ 

Brer Terrapin, he kept on hollering, 
‘Catch hold of me—I’m a-drowning 
—I’m a-drowning—turn loose the 
stump root and catch hold of me!’ 

Sure enough, Brer Fox turns loose 




the tail and Brer Terrapin, he goes 
down to the bottom—kerblunkity- 
blink!’ 

The little boy liked the peculiar 
gurgling noise made by the old man 
very much. “How did he go to the 
bottom, Uncle Remus?” 

‘ ‘Kerblunkity-blink! ” 

“Was he drowned, Uncle Remus?” 
“Who? Old man Terrapin? Is you 
drownded when your mammy tucks 
you up in your bed at home?” 

“Well, no-” 

“Then so was old man Terrapin at 
home I tell you, honey. Kerblinkity- 
blunk! ’ ’ 
























NE day,” said Uncle Remus, “while Brer Fox was going 
along the road, he met old BrerWolf. When they had done 
howdying and asking after one another’s family, Brer Wolf 
he sort of mention about Brer Rabbit’s carryings-on and how 
Brer Rabbit was getting to be the talk of the neighbourhood. Then Brer 
Fox and Brer Wolf they sort of palavered on, they did, till by and by 
Brer Wolf he up and say that he done got a plan fixed to trap Brer Rabbit. 
Then Brer Fox say how. Then Brer Wolf up and tell him that the way to 
get the drop on Brer Rabbit was to get him into Brer Fox’s house. Brer 
Fox done know Brer Rabbit of old and he know that sort of game had 
been worn to a frazzle and wouldn’t catch Brer Rabbit, but Brer Wolf, 
he was mighty persuading. 

‘How you going to get him there?’ says Brer Fox, says he. 

‘Fool him there,’ says Brer Wolf, says he. 

‘Who’s going to do the fooling?’ says Brer Fox, says he. 

Tll do the fooling,’ says Brer Wolf, says he, ‘if you’ll do the rest of the 
game,’ says he. 

‘How you going to do it?’ says Brer Fox, says he. 

‘You run along home, and get on the bed, and lie like you’re dead, and 
don’t you say nothing till Brer Rabbit come and put his hands on to you,’ 
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says Brer Wolf, says he, ‘and see if we don’t get him for supper,’ says he. 

This look like a mighty nice game, and Brer Fox agreed. So then he 
amble off home and Brer Wolf, he march off to Brer Rabbit’s house. 
When he got there, it look like there’s nobody at home, but Brer Wolf he 
walk up and knock on the door—blam! blam! Nobody comes. Then he 
knock again—blim! blim! 

‘Who’s there?’ says Brer Rabbit, says he. 

‘Friend,’ says Brer Wolf. 

‘Too many friends spoils the dinner,’ says Brer Rabbit, says he. ‘Which 
one’s this?’ says he. 

‘I fetch bad news, Brer Rabbit,’ says Brer Wolf, says he. 

‘Bad news is soon told,’ says Brer Rabbit, says he, and done come to the 
door with his head tied up in a red handkerchief. 

‘Brer Fox died this morning,’ says Brer Wolf, says he. 

‘Where’s your mourning-gown, Brer Wolf?’ says Brer Rabbit, says he. 

‘Going to get it now,’ says Brer Wolf, says he. ‘I just called by to bring 
the news. I went down to Brer Fox’s house a little bit ago and there I found 
him, dead and stiff,’ says he. 

Then Brer Wolf lope off. Brer Rabbit sat down and scratch his head he 
did, and by and by he say to himself that he believe he’ll sort of drop 
around by Brer Fox’s house to see how the land lay. No sooner said than 
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done. Up he jump and out lie went. When he got close to Brer Fox’s 
house, all look lonesome. Then he went up nearer. Nobody stirring. Then 
he look in and there lay Brer Fox stretched out on the bed just as big as life. 

Then Brer Rabbit make like he’s talking to himself. ‘Nobody around 
to look after Brer Fox—not even Brer Turkey Buzzard ain’t come to the 

4 

funeral,’ says he. ‘I hope Brer Fox ain’t dead, but I expect he is,’ says he. 
‘Everyone done gone and left him, even down to Brer Wolf. It’s the busy 
season with me, but I’ll sit up with him. He seem like he’s dead, yet he 
mayn’t be,’ says Brer Rabbit, says he. ‘When a man goes to see dead folks, 
dead folks always raises up- their behind leg and hollers wahoo !’ says he. 

Brer Fox he stay still. Then Brer Rabbit he talk a little louder. ‘Mighty 
funny. Brer Fox look like he’s dead, yet he don’t act like he’s dead. Dead 
folks hoist their behind leg and hollers wahoo ! when a man comes to see 
them,’ says Brer Rabbit, says he. 

Sure enough, Brer Fox lift up his foot and holler wahool and Brer 
Rabbit he tear out the house like as if the dogs was after him. 

Brer Wolf is mighty smart, but next time you hear from him, honey, 
he’ll be in trouble. You just hold your breath and wait!” 
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OLKS that’s always pestering people and. bothering about 
things what ain’t theirs,” said Uncle Remus, “don’t never 
come to a good end. There was Brer Wolf; instead of minding 
his own business, he had to go into partnership with Brer Fox, 
and there was scarcely a minute in the day but what he went after Brer 
Rabbit, and he kept on and kept on till first news you know he got catched 
out—and he got catched out monstrous bad. 

Brer Rabbit ain’t got no peace whatsomever. He couldn’t leave home 
or Brer Wolf would make a raid and tote off some of the family. Brer 
Rabbit built him a straw house, and it was torn down; then he made a 
house out of pine-tops, and that went the same way; then he made him 
a bark house, and that was raided, and every time he lost a house he lost 
one of his chilluns. At last Brer Rabbit got mad, he did, and he went off, 
he did, and got some carpenters, and they built him a plank house with 
rock foundations. After that he could have some peace and quietness. He 
could go out and pass the time of day with his neighbours, and come back 
and sit by the fire, and smoke his pipe, and read the newspapers same like 
any man what’s got a family. He made a hole, he did, in the cellar, where 
the little Rabbits could hide when there was too much of a racket in the 
neighbourhood. Brer Wolf, he see how the land lay, he did, and he lay 
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Rabbits went into their hole in the 
cellar, they did, like blowing out a 
candle. Brer Wolf was covered with 
mud, and mighty near out of wind. . 

‘Oh, do pray save me, Brer Rabbit!’ 
says Brer Wolf, says he. ‘Do please, 
Brer Rabbit! The dogs is after me, 
and they’ll tear me up. Don’t you hear 
them coming? Oh, do please save me, 
Brer Rabbit! Hide me some place 
where the dogs won’t get me!’ 


low. The little Rabbits was mighty 
nervous, but cold chills didn’t run up 
Brer Rabbit’s back no more when he 
heard Brer Wolf go galloping by. 

By and by, one day, when Brer 
Rabbit was fixing to call on Missis 
Coon, he heard a monstrous fuss and 
clatter up the big road, and almost 
before he could fix his ears to listen, 
Brer Wolf run in the door. The little 




No sooner said than done. 


‘Jump in that big chest, Brer Wolf,’ 
says Brer Rabbit, says he. Jump 
in there and make yourself at home.’ 

In jump Brer Wolf, down come 
the lid, and there Mr. Wolf was. Then 
Brer Rabbit went to the looking-glass, 
he did, and winked at himself, and 
then he drawed the rocking-chair in 
front of the fire, he did, and smoked 
his pipe.” 
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“A pipe of real tobacco, Uncle Remus?” asked the little boy. 

“Rabbit tobacco, honey. You know this here herb called Life Ever- 
lasting what your mammy puts among the clothes to smell nice? Well, that’s 
rabbit tobacco. Then Brer Rabbit sat there a long time, he did, turning his 
mind over and working his thinking machine. By and by he got up and 
sort of stirred around. 



Then Brer Wolf speak up. ‘Is the dogs all gone, Brer Rabbit?’ 

‘Seems like I hear one of them smelling round the chimney-corner just 
now.’ 

Then Brer Rabbit got the kettle and filled it full of water, and put it on 
the fire. 

‘What you doing now, Brer Rabbit?’ 

‘I’m fixing to make you a nice cup of tea, Brer Wolf.’ 

Then Brer Rabbit went to the cupboard and got the gimlet, and com- 
menced to bore little holes in the chest lid. 

‘What you doing now, Brer Rabbit?’ 

‘I’m a-boring little holes so you can get breath, Brer Wolf.’ 
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Then Brer Rabbit got some more wood and flung it on the fire. 
‘What you doing now, Brer Rabbit?’ 

‘I’m a-chunking up tbe fire so you won’t get cold, Brer Wol£’ 

Then Brer Rabbit fetched all his chifluns from the cellar. 

‘What you doing now, Brer Rabbit?’ 

‘I’m a-telling my chilluns what a nice man you is, Brer Wolf.’ 

And the chilluns, they had to put their hand on their mouths to keep 
from laughing. Then Brer Rabbit he got the kettle and commenced to 
pour hot water on the chest-lid. 

‘What’s that I hear, Brer Rabbit?’ 

‘You hear the wind a-blowing, Brer Wolf’ 

Then the water began to sift through the holes. 

‘What’s that I feel, Brer Rabbit?’ 

‘You feel the fleas a-biting, Brer Wolf’ 

‘They are biting mighty hard, Brer Rabbit.’ 

‘Turn over on the other side, Brer Wolf.’ 

‘What’s that I feel now, Brer Rabbit?’ 

‘Still you feels the fleas, Brer Wolf. ’ 

‘They are eating me up, Brer Rabbitf And them was the last words of 
Brer Wolf because he burst out of the chest, he did, and ran, and was never 
see’d in that neighbourhood no more!” 


































T looks to me that I let on the other night that in them days 
when the beastesses was sauntering around same like folks, 
none of them was bold enough to catch up with Brer Rabbit,” 
said Uncle Remus thoughtfully. 

“Yes,” replied the little boy, “that’s what you said.” 

“Well, then,” went on the old man, “there’s where my remembrance 
gave out, because Brer Rabbit did get catched up with, and it cooled him 
offlike pouring spring water on one of these here biggity logs in the fire.” 

“How was that, Uncle Remus?” asked the little boy. 

“One day when Brer Rabbit was going lippity-clippiting down the 
road, he meet up with old Brer Terrapin. And after they pass the time of 
day with one another, they keep on talking they did, till by and by they 
got to disputing about which was the swiftest. Brer Rabbit, he say he can 
outrun Brer Terrapin, and Brer Terrapin, he just vow that he can outrun 
Brer Rabbit. Up and down they argued, till first news you know Brer 
Terrapin say he got a fifty dollar bill in the chink of the chimney at home, 
and that bill done told him that he could beat Brer Rabbit in a fair race. 
Then Brer Rabbit say he got a fifty dollar bill what say that he can leave 
Brer Terrapin so far behind, that he could sow barley as he went along 
and it’d be ripe enough to cut by the time Brer Terrapin pass that way. 
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Anyhow they make the bet and put up the money, 
and old Brer Turkey Buzzard, he was summoned to 
be the judge and hold the stakes; and ’twasn’t long be- 
fore all the arrangements was made. T'he race was to be four 
miles, and the ground was measured off, and at the end of every mile 
a post was stuck up. Brer Rabbit was to run down the big road, and Brer 
Terrapin, he say he’d gallop through the woods. Folks told him he could 
get along faster on the road, but old Brer Terrapin, he know what he’s 
doing. Most all the neighbours got wind of the fun, and when the day was 
settled they determined to be on hand. Brer Rabbit he train himself every 
day, and he skip over the ground just as gaily as a June cricket. Old Brer 
Terrapin, he lay low in the swamp. He had a wife and three chilluns, old 
Brer Terrapin did, and they was all the very image of the old man. Any- 
body would have to take a spy-glass to know the one from the other, and 
even then they were likely to get fooled. 

That’s the way matters stood till the day of the race, and on that day 
old Brer Terrapin, and his old woman, and his three chilluns, they got up 
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before sun-up, and went to the place. The old woman, she took her stand 
near the starting post, she did, and the chilluns near the mileposts, up to the 
last, and there old Brer Terrapin he took his stand. By and by, here come 
the folks; Judge Buzzard, he come, and all the other creatures, they come, 
and then here come Brer Rabbit with ribbons tied round his neck and 
streaming from his ears. The folks all went to the other end of the track 
to see who would come first. 

When the time come, Judge Buzzard strut around and pull out his 
watch and holler out, 'Gents, is you ready?’ 

Brer Rabbit, he say yes, and old Missis Terrapin holler go from the 
edge of the woods. Brer Rabbit, he set out on the race, and old Missis 
Terrapin, she set out for home. Judge Buzzard, he rose into the air and 

skimmed along to see that the race was run fair. 

When Brer Rabbit got to the first milepost one of the 
Terrapin chillun crawl out of the woods, he did, 
and make for the post. Brer Rabbit, he holler 
out, ‘Where is you, Brer Terrapin?’ 
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‘Here I come a-panting,’ says the Terrapin, says he. 

Brer Rabbit’s so glad he’s ahead that he runs harder than ever, and the 
Terrapin, he make for home. When Brer Rabbit come to the next post, 
another Terrapin crawl out of the woods. 

‘Where is you, Brer Terrapin?’ says Brer Rabbit, says he. 

‘Here I come a-boiling,’ says the Terrapin, says he. 

Brer Rabbit, he raced on and come to the next post, and there was the 
Terrapin. Then he had one more mile to run and he feel like to burst. 

By and by, old Brer Terrapin look away off down the road and he see 
Judge Buzzard sailing along and he know it’s time for him to be up and 
on his way. So he scramble out of the woods, and roll across the ditch, and 
shuffle through the crowd of folks and get to the mile-post and crawl 
behind it. By and by, first news you know, here come Brer Rabbit. He 
look around and he don’t see Brer Terrapin, and he squeal out, ‘Gimme the 
money, Brer Buzzard! Gimme the money!’ 

Then all the folks they holler and laugh fit to kill .themselves, and old 
Brer Terrapin, he rises up from behind the post and says, says he, ‘If you’ll 
gimme time to catch my breath, gents and ladies, one and all, I expect I’ll 
fmger that money myself,’ says he. And sure enough, Brer Terrapin tie 
the purse round his neck and skedaddle off home.” 

“But Uncle Remus,” said the little boy dolefully, “that was cheating!” 


“Of course, honey. The beastesses begin to cheat and then folks took it 
up, and it keep on spreading. It’s mighty catching, and you mind your 
eye, honey, that somebody don’t cheat you before you is as old as me.” 
























OOD chilluns,” said Uncle Remus, “good chilluns always 
gets took care of. There was Brer Rabbit’s chilluns, they 
minded their daddy and mammy from day’s end to day’s end. 
When old man Rabbit say scoot, they scooted, and when old 
Missis Rabbit say scat they scatted. They did that. And they kept their 
clothes clean, and they ain’t had no smut on their nose neither.” 

The hand of the little boy went up to his face, and he scrubbed the end 
of his nose with his coat-sleeve. 

“They was good chilluns,” went on the old man, “and if they hadn’t 
been, there was one time when there would have been no little rabbits— 
never a one. That’s what.” 

“What time was that, Uncle Remus?” the little boy asked. 

“The time when Brer Fox dropped in at Brer Rabbit’s house, and found 
nobody there excepting the little Rabbits. Old Brer Rabbit, he was off 
somewheres raiding a cabbage patch, and old Missis Rabbit, she was at a 
sewing meeting in the neighbourhood, and while the little Rabbits was 
playing hide-the-switch, in dropped Brer Fox. The little Rabbits was so 
fat that they fairly made his mouth water, but he remembered about Brer 
Wolf and he was scared to gobble them up without some excuse. The 
little Rabbits, they are mighty frightened, and they huddle themselves 



39 























up together and watch Brer Fox’s motions. Brer Fox he sat there and - 
wondered what sort of an excuse he was going to make up. 

By and by he see a great big stalk of sugar-cane standing in the corner, 
and he clear his throat and talk biggity. ‘Here! You young Rabs there, run 
around here and break me a piece of that sweetening-tree,’ says he. 

The little Rabbits, they got out the sugar-cane, they did, and they 
wrestled with it and sweat over it, but ’twasn’t no use. They couldn’t break 
it. Brer Fox, he pretends he ain’t watching, but he keep on hollering, 
‘Hurry up, there, Rabs! I’m a-waiting on youf 

And the little Rabbits, they hustle round and wrestle with the sugar- 
cane, but they can’t break it. By and by they hear a little bird singing on 
top of the house, and the song what the little bird sing was this here:— 

‘Take your toothies and gnaw it, 

Take your toothies and saw it, 

Saw it and yoke it, 

And then you can broke it.’ 

Then the little Rabbits, they were mighty glad, and they gnawed the 
cane almost before Brer Fox could get his legs uncrossed. And when they 
carried him the cane, Brer Fox he sat there and studied how he was going 
to make some other excuse for nabbing them, and by and by he gets up 
and takes down the sieve what was hanging on the wall and hollers out, 
‘Come here, Rabs! Take this here sieve and run down to the spring and 
fetch me some fresh water.’ 

The little Rabbits, they run down to the spring and try to dip up the 
water with the sieve, but of course it all run out, and it keep on rumiing 
out till by and by the little Rabbits sat down and began to cry. Then the 
little bird, sitting up in the tree, he began to sing, and this here’s the song 
what he sing:— 

‘A sieve 11 hold water same as a tray, 

If you fill it with moss and daub it with clay; 

The Fox’ll get madder the longer you stay— 

Fill it with moss and daub it with clay.’ 
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Up they jumped, the little Rabbits did, and they fix the sieve so it won’t 
leak, and then they carry the water to old Brer Fox. Then Brer Fox he 
gets mighty mad, and points out a great big log of wood and tells the little 
Rabbits to put that on the fire. 

The little chaps, they got round the log, they did, and they tugged at it 
so hard they nearly burst themselves, but the log didn’t budge. Then they 
heard the little bird singing, and this here’s the song what he sing:— 

‘Spit in your hands and tug it and toll it, 

And get behind it and push it and pole it, 

Spit in your hands and rear back and roll it.’ 

And just about the time they rolled the log on to the fire, their daddy, 
he came skipping in, and the little bird, he flew away. Brer Fox he see’d 
his game was up, and ’twasn’t long before he make his excuses and start 
to go. 

‘You better stay and take a snack with me, Brer Fox,’ says Brer Rabbit, 
says he. ‘Since Brer Wolf done quit coming and sitting up with me, I’m 
getting so I feels right lonesome these long nights,’ says he. 

But Brer Fox, he button up his coat-collar tight and just set out for home. 

And that’s what you’d better do, honey, because first news you know, 
your mammy will be expecting you.” 
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. . . HMM,” said Uncle Remus, pulling thoughtfully at his 
whiskers, “there was one season when Brer Fox say to him- 
self that he better whirl in and plant a patch of peanuts. The 
words weren’t more than out of his mouth before the ground 
was broken up and the peanuts was planted. Old Brer Rabbit he sat by and 
watched, he did, and he sort of winked an eye and sang to his chilluns:— 

‘Ti-yi! Tungalee! 

I eat a pea, I pick a pea. 

It grows in the ground, it grows so free; 

Ti-yi! The good ground-pea.’ 

Sure enough when the peanuts began to ripen up, every time Brer Fox 
go down to his patch, he fmds that somebody has been scrambling amongst 
the vines, and he gets mighty mad. He sort of suspect who the somebody 
is, but old Brer Rabbit he cover his tracks so cute that Brer Fox didn’t know 
how to catch him. 

By and by one day Brer Fox took a walk all round the peanut-patch, 
and ’twasn’t long before he found a crack in the fence where the rail done 
been rubbed right smooth, and right there he set a trap. He took and bent 
down a hickory sapling, growing in the corner of the fence; he tied one 
end of a rope on the top, and in the other end he fixed a loop-knot and 
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fastened it nglit in the crack with 
a trigger. Next morning when 
old Brer Rabbit came slipping 
along and crept through the 
crack, the loop-knot catched him 
behind his forelegs, and the sapling 
flew up and there he was betwixt 
the heavens and the earth. There 
he swung, and he feared he was 
going to fall, and he feared he 
wasn’t going to fall. While he 
was a-fixing up a tale to tell Brer 
Fox he heard a lumbering down 
the road, and presently here come 
old Brer Bear ambling along' from 
where he had been taking honey 
from the wild bees. 

Brer Rabbit, he hailed him, 
‘Howdy, Brer Bear!’ 

Brer Bear, he look all round, 
and by and by he see Brer Rabbit 


swinging from the sapling and he 
holler out, ‘Heyo, Brer Rabbit! 
How you feel this morning?’ 

‘Much obliged, I’m only midd- 
ling, Brer Bear,’ says Brer Rabbit, 
says he. 

Then Brer Bear, he ask Brer Rab- 
bit what he’s doing up there in the 
air, and Brer Rabbit, he up and 
say he’s making a dollar a minute. 
Brer Bear, he say how. Brer Rab- 
bit say he’s keeping crows out of 
Brer Fox’s peanut-patch, and then 
he ask Brer Bear ifhe don’t want to 
make a dollar a minute, because 
he’s got such a big family of chil- 
luns to take care of, and besides he 
would make such a nice scarecrow. 
Brer Bear allow that he would like 
the job, and then Brer Rabbit 
show him how to bend down the 
sapling, and it wasn’t long before 
Brer Bear was swinging up there 
in Brer Rabbit’s place. 





















Then Brer Rabbit, he raced. for Brer Fox’s house, and when he got there 
he sing out, ‘Brer Fox! Oh, Brer Fox! Come out here, Brer Fox, and I’ll 
show you the man who’s been stealing your peanuts!’ 

Brer Fox, he grab up his walking-stick, and both of them went running 
back down to the peanut-patch, and when they got there, sure enough, 
there was old Brer Bear. 

‘Oh, yes, you’re catched, you is!’ says Brer Fox, and before Brer Bear 
could explain, Brer Rabbit he jumped up and down and hollered out: 

‘Fîit him in the mouth, Brer Fox, hit him in the mouth!’ And Brer Fox, 



he drew back with his walking-stick and blip! he struck him; and every 
time Brer Bear would try to explain, Brer Fox would shower blows on 

him. 

Whilst all this was going on, Brer Rabbit he slip off and got in a mud- 
hole and sank himself in the mud until only his eyes were sticking out, 
because he know’d that Brer Bear would be a-coming after him. 

Sure enough, by and by here come Brer Bear down the road, and when 
he get to the mud-hole he say, ‘Howdy, Brer Frog, has you see’d Brer 
Rabbit go by here?’ 

‘He just gone by,’ says Brer Rabbit, and old man Bear took off down the 
road like a scared mule, and Brer Rabbit, he come out and dry himself in 
the sun, and go home to his family same as any other man.” 

“The Bear didn’t catch the Rabbit, then?” asked the little boy sleepily. 

“Jump up from there, honey, and off to bed!” exclaimed Uncle Remus 
by way of reply. “I ain’t got no time to be sitting here propping your 
eyelids open!” 
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P NE time,” said Uncle Remus, “Brer Rabbit took a notion 
tbat he’d pay Brer Bear a call, and no sooner do the notion 
strike him than he pick himself up and set out for Brer Bear’s 
house.” 

“Why, I thought they were mad with each other,” the little boy ex- 
claimed. 

“Brer Rabbit made his call when Brer Bear and his family wasn’t at 
home,” Uncle Remus explained with a chuckle. “He sat down by the 
road-side, and he see them go by—old Brer Bear and old Missis Bear and 
their two twin-chilluns, Kubs and Klibs. 

Old Brer Bear and Missis Bear, they went along ahead, and Kubs 
and Klibs they come shufiling and scrambling along behind. When Brer 
Rabbit see this, he say to himself that he expect he better go see how Brer 
Bear’s getting on; and off he goes. And it wasn’t long before he was ran- 
sacking the whole house. Whilst he was going round peeping in here and 
poking in there, he got to fooling among the shelves, and a bucket of honey 
what Brer Bear had got hid in the cupboard fell down and spilt on top of 
Brer Rabbit and very nearly drownded him. From head to heels that 
creature was covered with honey; he wasn’t just be-dabbled with it, he 
was just covered. He had to sit there and let the natural sweetness drip out 
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of his eyeballs before he could see his hand before him and then, after he 
look around a little, he says to himself, says he, ‘Heyo, here! What am I 
going to do now? If I go out in the sunshine, the bumbly-bees and the 
flies they’ll swarm up and eat me, and if I stay here, Brer Bear’ll come 
back and catch me, and I don’t know what in the name of gracious I’m 
going to do.’ 

Anyhow, by and by a notion strike Brer Rabbit, and he tip-toe along 
till he get in the woods, and when he get out there, what do he do but roll 
in the leaves and trash and try to rub the honey off him that a-way. He 
roll, he did, and the leaves they stick, and he keep on rolling and the leaves 
keep on sticking till after a while Brer Rabbit was the most audacious- 
looking creature what you ever set eyes on. 

Brer Rabbit, he jump round, he did, and try to shake the leaves off him, 
but the leaves, they ain’t going to be shook off. Brer Rabbit, he shake and 
he shiver, but the leaves they stick; and the capers that creature cut out 
there in the wood by his own-alone-self was scandalous—they was that; 
they was scandalous. 





















Brer Rabbit see tbat tbis wasn’t going to do, and he allow to himself 
that he better be getting on towards home, and offhe go. He pace along, 
he did, and every motion he make, the leaves they’d go swishy-swushy , 
splushy-splishy, and from the fuss he made and the way he looked 
you’d have taken him to be the most savagest varmint since old man Noah 
let down the draw-bars of the ark and turned the creatures loose. 

The first man that Brer Rabbit came up with was old Sis Cow, and no 
sooner does she lay eyes on him than she hoist up her tail in the elements 
and rush off like a pack of dogs was after her. This make Brer Rabbit laugh, 
because he know that when an old settled woman like Sis Cow runs 
distracted in the broad open daytime, that there must be something mighty 
curious about them leaves and that honey, and he keep on a-marching 
down the road. 

It kept on this way with everybody Brer Rabbit met—they just broke 

' 

and run. Of course this made Brer Rabbit feel monstrous biggity, and he 
allow to himself that he’d better drop round and skirmish in the neighbour- 
hood of Brer Fox’s house. And while he was standing there, running this 
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round in his mind, here come old Brer Bear and all his family. Brer Rabbit, 
he sort of sidles towards them. Old Brer Bear, he stop and look, but Brer 
Rabbit, he keep on sidling towards them. Old Missis Bear, she stand it as 
long as she can, and then she fhng down her parasol and took to a tree. 
Brer Bear look like he’s going to stand his ground, but Brer Rabbit he 
jump straight up in the air and give himself a shake and, bless your soul, 
honey, old Brer Bear make a break, and they tell me he tore down a whole 
piece of the fence getting away'from there! And as for Kubs and Klibs, 
they took their hats in their hands, and they went skedaddling through 
the bushes just hke a drove of horses.” 

“And then what?” the httle boy asked. 

“Brer Rabbit paraded on down the road,” continued Uncle Remus, 
“and by and by here come Brer Fox and Brer Wolf, fixing up a plan to 
nab Brer Rabbit, and they was so intent on the confab, that they came 
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right on Brer Rabbit before tbey see’d him; but gentlemens! when they 
catch a glimpse of him they give him all the room he wants. 

Brer Wolf, he tried to show off, he did, because he want to play big in 
front of Brer Fox, so he stop and ask Brer Rabbit who he is. 

Brer Rabbit, he jump up and down in the middle of the road, and holler 
out, I m the Wull-er-de-Wust, and you’re the man I’m after!’ 

Then Brer Rabbit jump about and pretend he’s going after Brer Fox and 
Brer Wolf, and the way them creatures lit out from there was a caution. 

A long time after that, Brer Rabbit come up with Brer Fox and Brer 
Wolf, and he got behind a tree-stump, Brer Rabbit did, and hollered out, 
‘I’m the Wull -er-de-Wust, and you’re the mens I’m after!’ 

Brer Fox and Brer Wolf, they broke and ran, but before they got out of 
sight and out of hearing, Brer Rabbit showed himself, he did, and laughed 
fit to kill himself. 
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NE night while Uncle Remus was hunting for a piece of candle 
on the shelf over the fireplace, he knocked down a tin plate. It 
fell upon the hearth with a tremendous clatter. 

“There now!” exclaimed Uncle Remus, “I lay if the creatures 
had been here while all that clatterment was going on, they’d have left 
without telling anybody good-bye. All excepting Brer Rabbit. Bless your 
soul, he’d have stayed to see the fun, just like he did that other time when 
he scared them so. I expect I done told you about that.” 

“When he got the honey on him and rolled in the leaves?” 

Uncle Remus thought a moment. “If I make no mistake in my remem- 
brance, that was the time when he called himself the Wull-er-de-Wust.” 

“Yes, it was,”-said the little boy. 

“Well, then, this here was another time, and he nearly scared them 
plumb out of the neighbourhood. And it all came about because they 
wanted to play smarty.” 

“Who wanted to play smarty, Uncle Remus?” asked the little boy. 

“Oh, just them other creatures. They was always a-laying traps for Brer 
Rabbit and getting cotched in them themselves. Well, this time, Brer 
Rabbit was going to town. He had a fme crop of peanuts that season, and 
he decided, he did, that if he got anything like the money for them that he 
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expected, he’d go to town and buy the things that they were needing. 

He ain’t no sooner said that than old Missis Rabbit, she vow, she did, 
that it would be a scandal and a shame if he didn’t whirl in and get seven 
tin cups for the chilluns to drink out of, and seven tin plates for them to 
eat out of, and a coffee-pot for the family. Brer Rabbit say that was just 
exactly what he was going to do, and that he was going to town the coming 
Wednesday. 

Brer Rabbit wasn’t more than out of the gate before Missis Rabbit, she 
slap on her bonnet, she did, and rush across to Missis Mink’s house, and 



she ain’t been there a minute before she up and tell Missis Mink that Brer 
Rabbit done promise to go to town on Wednesday coming to get the 
chilluns something. Of course, when Mr. Mink come home, Missis Mink 
want to know the reason he can’t buy something for his chilluns same as 
Brer Rabbit do for his, and they quarrel and quarrel, just like folks. After 
that Missis Mink she carry the news to Missis Fox, and then Brer Fox he 
got a raking over the coals. Missis Fox she tell Missis Wolf, and Missis 
Wolf she tell Missis Bear, and it wasn’t long before everyone in that place 

i 

know that Brer Rabbit was going to town the coming Wednesday to get 
his chilluns something; and all the other creatures’ chilluns ask their ma 
why their pa can’t get them something. 
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Brer Fox and Brer Wolf and Brer Bear, they make up their minds, they 
did, that if they were going to catch up with Brer Rabbit, that was the 
time to do it, and they fix up a plan that they’d lie in wait for Brer Rabbit 
and nab him when he come back from town. They make all their arrange- 
ments and wait for the day. 

Sure enough, when Wednesday come, Brer Rabbit ate his breakfast 
before sun-up, and set out for town. He took and got himself some tobacco 
and a pocket-handkerchief, and he got the old woman a coffee-pot, and he 
got the chilluns seven tin cups and seven tin plates; and then towards sun- 
down he start back home. He walk along, he did, feeling mighty biggity, 
but by and by, when he got sort of tired, he sat down under a tree, and 
began to fan himself with one of the plates. 

While he was doing this, a little bit of a teenchy wood-pecker ran up 
and down the tree and kept on making a mighty queer fuss. After a while 
Brer Rabbit shoo-ed at him with the platter. This seemed to make the 
teenchy little woodpecker mighty mad, and he rushed out on a branch 
right over Brer Rabbit, and he sang out:— 

Tilly-pee, pilly-wee! 

I see what he don’t see! 

I see, pilly-pee, 

I see what he don’t see!’ 

He keep on singing this, he did, till 
Brer Rabbit began to look round, and 
he ain’t no sooner looked round than 
he see marks in the sand where some- 
one done been there before him, and 
he look a little closer, and then he see 
what the woodpecker was driving at. 

He scratch his head, Brer Rabbit 
did, and he allow to himself, ‘Ah-yi! 
Here’s where Brer Fox has been sit- 
ting, and there’s the print of his nice 



































bushy tail. Here’s where Brer Wolf has been sitting, and there’s the print 
of his fme long tail. Here’s where Brer Bear has been squatting on his 
hunkers, and there’s the print where he ain’t got no tail. They have all been 
here, and I lay they are hiding out in the big gully down there in the 
hollow.’ 

With that, old man Rab put his truck in the bushes, and then he crept 
around to see what he could see. Sure enough, when he got to the big 
gully down in the hollow, there they all was. Brer Fox, he was on one side 
of the road, and Brer Wolf was on the other side; and old Brer Bear, he 
was coiled up in the gully taking a nap. 

Brer Rabbit, he peeped at them, he did, and then he held his hands 
across his mouth and laughed like some chilluns does when they think 
they’re fooling their ma. Then he lit out to where he done left his truck, 
and when he got there he danced round and slapped himself on the leg, 
and made all sorts of curious motions. Then he got to work and turn the 
coffee-pot upside down and stuck it on his head; then he ran his braces 
through the handles of the cups, and slung them across his shoulder; then 
he divided the platters, some in one hand and some in the other. After he 
got good and ready, he crept to the top of the hill, he did, and took a 
running start, and flew down like a hurricane— rickety, rackety, slambangl 
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Bless your soul, them creatures ain’t heard no fuss like that, and they 
ain’t see’d no man what looked like Brer Rabbit did, with the coffee-pot 
on his head, and the cups a-rattling on his braces, and the platters a-waving 
and a-shining in the air. 

Now, old Brer Bear was laying ofF in the gully taking a nap, and the 
fuss scared him so bad that he got confused and ran over Brer Fox. He 
rushed out in the road, he did, and when he see the sight he whirl round 
and ran over Brer Wolf. With the scrambling and the scuffling, Brer 
Rabbit got right on them before they could get away. 

He holler out, he did, ‘Gimme room! Turn me loose! I’m old man 
Spewter-Splutter with long claws and scales on my back! I’m snaggle- 
toothed and double-jointed! Gimme room!’ 

And every time he whooped, he’d rattle the cups and slap the platters 
together— rickety, rackety, slambang! And I tell you, when them 
creatures got their limbs together they ran so fast they split the wind, they 
did that!” 
















NE time,” said Uncle Remus, “Brer Rabbit made a call on 
Brer Terrapin, but when he got to Brer Terrapin’s house, he 
hear from Missis Terrapin that her old man done gone to 
spend the day with Mr. Mud-Turtle. Brer Rabbit he went 
after Brer Terrapin, and when he got to Mr. Mud-Turtle’s house, they all 
sat up, they did, and told tales, and then when twelve o’clock come, they 
had crayfish for dinner and they enjoyed themselves right along. After 
dinner they went down to Mr. Mud-Turtle’s mill-pond, and when they 
got there, Mr. Mud-Turtle and Brer Terrapin they amused themselves, 
they did, sliding from the top of a slanting rock down into the water. 

Well, then, this here rock was mighty green and mighty slippery, mighty 
smooth and mighty slanting. Mr. Mud-Turtle, he’d crawl to the top and 
turn loose, and go a-sailing down into the water —kersplashl Old Brer 
Terrapin, he’d follow after, and slide down into the water —kersplashl 
Old Brer Rabbit he sat on one side, he did, and praised them up. 

While they was a-going on this a-way, a-having their fun, and enjoying 
themselves, here come old Brer Bear. He hear them laughing and hollering 
and he call to them. ‘Heyo, folks! What’s all this? If my eyes.don’t deceive 
me this here’s Brer Rabbit and Brer Terrapin and old Uncle Tommy Mud- 
Turtle,’ says Brer Bear, says he. 
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‘The same,’ says Brer Rabbit, says be, ‘and bere we is, enjoying tbe day 
that passes just as if there weren’t no hard times.’ 

‘Well, well, well,’ says old Brer Bear, says he, ‘a-slipping and a-sliding 
and making free! And what’s the matter with Brer Rabbit that he ain’t 
joining in?’ says he. 

Old Brer Rabbit, he wink at Brer Terrapin, and Brer Terrapin, he nudge 
Mr. Mud-Turtle, and then Brer Rabbit, he up and say, he did, ‘My good- 
ness, Brer Bear! You can’t expect a man to slip and slide the whole blessed 
day, can you? I done had my fun, and now I’m a-sitting out here letting 
my clothes dry. It’s turn and turn about with me and these gents when 
there’s any fun going on,’ says he. 

‘Maybe Brer Bear might join in with us?’ says Brer Terrapin, says he. 

Brer Rabbit he just holler and laugh. ‘Shoo!’ says he. ‘Brer Bear’s feet 
are too big and his tail’s too long to slide down that rock,’ says he. 

This kind of put Brer Bear on his mettle, and he up and respond, he did, 
‘Maybe they is, and maybe they ain’t, yet I ain’t a-feard to try!’ 

With that the others made way for him, and old Brer Bear he got up 
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on the rock, he did, and squatted down on his hunkers, and coiled his tail 
under him, and started down. First he go sort of slow, and he grin like he 
feel good; then he go sort of quick, and he grin like he feel bad; then he go 
more quicker and he grin like he’s scared; then he strike the smooth part, 
and gentlemens! he swallow the grin and fetch a howl that might have 
been heard a mile off, and he hit the water like a chimney a-falling! 

You can give me a denial,” Uncle Remus continued, after a little pause, 
“but just as sure as you’re sitting there, when Brer Bear flew down that 
rock he break off his tail right smick-smack-smoove, and more than that, 
when he make his disappearance up the big road, Brer Rabbit holler out, 
‘Brer Bear! Oh, Brer Bear! I hear tell that flax-seed poultices is mighty 
good for sore placés!’ 

Yet Brer Bear never looked back!” 
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